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Hidden Talents 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction, and | don\'t own either of these guys.. :) The idea of Alex and Geddy having secret 


picture files of each other was suggested to me by a conversation between some of the awesome Rush girls 


of Tumblr! 


Alex's House, Present Day 

"Try to get something done while I'm gone, will you?" Charlene called back over her shoulder as she shut the 
door behind her. "Yes, dear," Alex said sweetly, flipping her the bird when he was sure she couldn't see him 
doing it. As soon as he heard the car pull away from the house, though, a mischievous grin crossed his face. 
He had said that he would work on some projects while his wife went out for a spa weekend away with her 


girlfriends, but he didn't say what those projects might be.. 


Now, on any other day, he might have made it his project to call Geddy and try to get in his pants, but it was 
Hanukkah, and Ged was busy with his family. That was all right, though, he had other things to do. 


Alex descended the stairs to his wine cellar, and, once inside, made his way to the northwest corner. He deftly 


located a hidden latch on one of the shelves, and the shelf swung open to reveal a hidden compartment, just 


large enough for the worn, leather-bound scrapbook it housed. He lifted it from its hiding place and opened it 
up. 


Alex smiled as he flipped through the pages. It was basically a chronicle of the decades-long secret life he 
shared with his best friend and lover, done in photographs, sketches and watercolor. A flicker of sadness 
crossed his heart when he thought about how, in another life, they might have gotten to sit together in a 
house of their own and look through the book together, but he pushed the feelings away. Better to 


concentrate on what they did have, which was quite a lot. 


He carried the book to his art studio and sat down at the table where he did his sketching. The first three- 
quarters of the book were fairly innocent. Anyone looking at that part would just get an impression of an 
extremely close friendship, perhaps unusual in its duration and intensity, but otherwise nothing untoward. There 
were pictures of the two of them laughing, playing onstage, clowning around at various functions, and picture 
after picture of just Geddy -- smiling, looking serious, even a few pictures of him sleeping peacefully. Alex 
loved to look through these, to trace the contours and expressions of his beloved's face, but that was not the 


focus of today's viewing. 


The last quarter of the book was where Alex turned his attention. This part would have been harder to explain 
to the casual observer. It was filled with pictures of Geddy in various states of undress (and arousal), and 
blurry shots of the two of them in all sorts of positions taken with a timer. In short, it was Alex's personal 
stroke book. In this section of the book, professional photos made way for Polaroids (and, more recently, digital 
camera photos). Geddy had a similar collection of pictures of Alex, but being less mechanically and more 
technically inclined, saved his in a password-protected folder on his studio computer labeled as something 


innocuous and uninteresting. 


The problem with having the physical pictures, especially the Polaroids, was that they tended to degrade over 
time, and that was the focus of Alex's "project" for the afternoon. His three favorite pictures from this 
section had started to fade alarmingly from more frequent exposure to light, and he had decided to save them 
by sketching them into the book. He probably could have done it from memory, but wanted the pictures for 


reference, so as not to miss a single detail. 


He had more or less completed his work on the first two photos. The first one, snapped quickly while they 
made love, showed Geddy at the moment of climax. Ged had been annoyed, to say the least, when he realized 
that Alex had snuck the camera into bed without telling him, but it had been so very worth it. He studied the 
lines of the drawing he had faithfully reproduced from the photo. In it, Geddy's head was thrown back, eyes 
closed, mouth open in a full-throated howl that Alex swore still reverberated in his mind's ear. A bright flush 
played over his high, sharp cheekbones, and a sheen of sweat glowed over his skin. It took Alex's breath away. 


The second photo was taken from farther away. In it, a naked Geddy stroked himself and gazed, heavy-lidded 
with desire, at Alex, who was holding the camera. His lips were slightly parted as he panted, and the entirety 
of his slender body arched up toward his long-fingered hand and his elegant, erect cock Alex shifted 


uncomfortably in his chair as his own erection throbbed between his legs. There would be time to take care of 


that later, for now he wanted to enjoy his art and his memories. He had sketched this one into the book 
recently, and there still seemed to be something "off" about the drawing, but he couldn't figure out what was 
wrong with it. He decided to let it "age" a bit and come back to it later. 


That left the third Polaroid. This one was going to take some pondering, just to figure out how to exactly 
represent the position Geddy had gotten himself into. He smiled as his reverie took him back. 


Holiday Inn, East Lansing, MI, October 22, 1914 


As usual, Geddy was resisting Alex's very good idea. "No, Lerxst, no! God, I'm sorry | said anything." 
"Awww, c'mon, Dirk! It'll be sexy, | promise..” 
"No, itll be ridiculous! I'll be ridiculous! You'll laugh at me!" 


"When have | ever laughed at you?" Geddy opened his mouth to answer him. "When it was important, | mean. 
Not just messing around." 


Geddy sighed and rolled his eyes, as if looking to the heavens for strength. "Even so. | don't feel comfortable 
doing it. You don't know how silly it's going to look!" 


The "it" they were fighting about was something that had come up in conversation the evening before. They 
were opening for Kiss that night (as they had tonight), and Alex, Ged, and Neil had been hanging out with Ace 
and Peter after the show, smoking weed and drinking. Peter had been regaling them with a story about a guy 
that he had known back in Brooklyn that had broken his neck sucking himself off. Ace had called bullshit on the 
story. "Come on, man, that can't even happen. Everybody knows that! A guy can't blow himself, or none of us 
would ever leave the house! Society would collapse! Even a little skinny guy like Ged couldn't do it!" This had 
spurred a spirited debate over whether or not a guy could, in fact, fellate himself, and if so, if death would be 
an inevitable result. Geddy, silly and feeling no pain, had grinned, pulled Alex's ear close to his mouth and 
whispered "Of course it's possible, | know from experience!" Alex had barely contained a shout of laughter and 
whispered back (a little louder) "You didn't!" Geddy blushed and nodded, hand over his mouth, eyes bright with 


repressed giggles. 


"What are you two tittering about over there?" asked Neil, jovially. "Hmmph, tits," snickered Ace, and so the 
subject changed to making fun of Neil for using words like "titter". Alex hadn't forgotten the conversation, 
though, and had spent a long, horny night trying to imagine his secret sex buddy going down on himself. He was 
rooming with their lighting guy, Howard, that night, so there wasn't anything he could do about it other than 
surreptitiously stroke himself off, but he was sharing a room with Ged the next night, and was looking very 
forward to seeing a demonstration. 


In the sober light of the next day, however, Geddy was not quite so eager as Alex had hoped. He had been 
working on him since soundcheck, and making very little headway. Now, here they were, post-concert and in the 
room, and it looked like far from getting what he wanted, Alex would be lucky to even be getting a blow job 
himself! 


"C'mon, it's all | can think about! Its not fair of you to mention it and then not show mel | didn't know you 
could do that!" 


"| don't even know if | still can! It's just something | did a long time ago when | was just a stupid horny kid!" 
"Well, now you're a stupid horny adult! You can do it!" Alex grinned. 


"You aren't helping your case!" Geddy flopped down on the bed, frowning. "I really think that you are 


overestimating the allure of me turning myself into a pretzel.” 
Alex sat down on the bed next to him and started to nibble at Geddy's sensitive neck. Geddy moaned softly 
despite himself. Alex took ahold of his hand and drew it to the hard-on that had been pulsing between his legs 


off and on all day. "Does this feel like an overestimation to you? Please, Ged, please.” 


"Urgh.. Do you have to take a picture of it?" Despite his complaints, his breath was coming shakily now and he 


was writhing against Alex's roaming hands. 
"Mmmmm.. I'd like to. | want something to look at when I'm stuck at home with Charlene." 


Geddy tensed. Alex knew that he considered Charlene his arch-enemy. He looked at him out of the corner of 
his eye. "Do you really do that?" 


"Do | really do what?" 
"Look at the pictures? When you're not with me?" 
Alex chuckled under his breath. "Of course! What do you think gets me through my time with her?" 


Geddy seemed to steel himself. He nodded. "Okay. Just let me stretch a little first." Alex beamed and hopped up 


to get the camera. 
The two men met again in the middle of the room, next to one of the beds. Their lips came together in a 
passionate kiss, hands groping over each other's bodies. Alex wasted no time in stripping Geddy and himself 


naked, then pulled a chair over to the side of the bed "Come on, Ged, show me," he whispered encouragingly. 


Geddy blushed to the roots of his long, raven hair. "Are you sure that you really want a picture of this?" he 
asked. 


"Yes, baby. I'll show it to you, though, and if you hate it, I'll tear it up or burn it or something, | promise.” 


"Okay." He still looked uneasy as he sat on the bed. "I feel silly, though." 


"You look unbelievably sexy." 
Geddy gave a disbelieving snort, then took a deep breath. "Okay. Here goes nothing.’ 


Alex settled back into the chair as Geddy stretched his legs out on the bed and bent sharply at the waist. He 
looked as graceful as a dancer as his back bowed, bringing his head low, and his hips rose, bringing the tip of 
his erect cock within licking distance of his outstretched tongue. A shiver ran through him as his tongue made 
contact, and Alex shivered alongside him, bringing a hand to his own straining erection. For an agonizing moment, 
Alex thought that was as far as things were going to go, but then Geddy lengthened his back slightly, grunting 
a little from the effort, and his dick slid into his open mouth. He moaned softly at the contact, and started to 
suck, hips rocking gently on the bed. 


Alex was mesmerized at the erotic scene unfolding before him. He ran his palm over his cock in time to 
Geddy's autofellatio, licking his lips. Part of him wanted desperately to join his lover on the bed, to penetrate 
the tight little ass that was moving so enticingly on the cheap, scratchy polyester bedspread, but he would 
never let himself interrupt this once-in-a-lifetime show. 


He had assured Geddy earlier that he didn't have to finish if he didn't want to, but apparently this wasn't going 
to be an issue, as his rocking motions increased in speed along with the volume and frequency of his moans 
and whimpers, a flush rising on his pale torso. Alex suddenly remembered the camera in his free hand, and 
was grateful that the Polaroid was so easy to use one-handed, as there was no way he was going to let go of 
his throbbing dick. Shaking, he focused as best as he could and pressed the shutter button. The camera 
flashed and whirred and a picture spat out of the slot. 


Geddy was so far gone that he didn't even notice the flash. He was moaning loudly now as he sucked himself, 
his whole body straining with unbearable tension as he neared orgasm. The air fairly crackled with sex as Alex 
matched his lover's actions, a stroke for each bobbing motion of Geddy's head. "Oh, oh, fuck, baby, yes, yes, 


come for me!" he groaned, desperate for release, both for him and for his writhing partner. 


Suddenly, Geddy's whole body spasmed, seemed to contract into an even tighter ball. He had taken himself as 
deeply into his own mouth as he could and cried out around his cock as shudders wracked his painfully thin 
frame. Alex's body responded in turn, and his own more muscular thighs arched his hips up, thrusting into his 
feverishly stroking palm as his dick twitched violently and his come shot into the air, splattering his chest and 
stomach with wet heat. He stirred as the waves of pleasure began to subside and moved, shakily, to join Geddy 


on the bed. 


He held the smaller man tight to him, and felt the muscles in his back and abdomen flutter as they began to 
relax. He kissed Geddy, and moaned as he tasted him on his own mouth. "Thank you, baby, that was sooo hot." 


Geddy was still catching his breath. "Mmm..." he sighed, dreamily. He blinked once or twice. "Did you.. did you 
take the picture?" 

"Yes, do you want to see it?""Please."Alex fished around next to the bed and found the snapshot. He handed it 
to Geddy, who, squinting, peered at it for a long moment. He was delighted when a sly smile crossed Geddy's 


face. He handed it back, looking pleased with himself. "Okay, you can keep that one," he said. "Let's see Charlene 
top that!" Then he yawned, curled tighter into Alex's arms, and fell asleep. Alex kissed him tenderly on the 
head, got up and tucked the picture carefully into his suitcase, and lay back down next to him, quickly joining 
him in sleep. 


Alex's House, Present Day 

Alex blinked and shook himself out of his erotic stroll down memory lane. He hadn't gotten any drawing done, 
but now he was feeling far too worked up to start. He looked from the photo of the contorted, sweating Geddy 
in his hand, then over to his cell phone. He could be pretty persuasive when he wanted to be, he thought. If he 
could convince his lover to put on a show like that so many years ago, surely he could convince him to spare 
a couple of hours this evening, couldn't he? It was certainly worth a try! He grinned to himself as he picked up 
the phone and dialed Geddy's number. Ged might not be quite that flexible any more, but Alex was sure that 
between the two of them, they could come up with something just as entertaining to do together. 


